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popular rejoicing. Three days previously London had
given the Princess a rapturous welcome upon her arrival
at Gravesend, and the arches, flags, garlands, and
streamers which decorated the streets which she
traversed on her way across to Paddington Station
were still in place. On the night of the loth, after the
Royal pair had gone to Osborne, bridal banquets were
held everywhere, and the whole of the main streets of
London from Marble Arch to Aldgate were illuminated
with countless gas-jets, supplemented with old-
fashioned oil burning in glasses of many colours. Shop
vied with shop in picking out with flickering lights
upon its facade the devices of the crown and the plume
of feathers. The day had been a public holiday, and
the streets were rendered impassable from dusk to long
after midnight by the crowds that thronged to see these
illuminations. But far away to the West, in the com-
parative quiet of Westbourne Grove, Whiteley was
toiling away with his two young ladies, putting the
finishing touches to his fittings and laying goods out
upon his counters. For he had chosen the morning
after the royal marriage for the first day of his venture.

In spite of his preparations, however, Whiteley was
rather late in opening his doors that morning. Perhaps
he was finicky in adjusting the window display of his
laces and ribbons to his own satisfaction. However,
the omens were propitious. For before all the shutters
had been taken down the first customer appeared. A
lady named Mrs Johnson entered the shop, and
asked for an article out of the window. Then,
in Whiteley's own words,

I apologized for not having the shop open earlier, and ex-
plained to her that it was our first day, and she said, " Then
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